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bosom of the earth, I will soon get the jewelled case with the
sweetest jewel in it. Ho, orchestra, make a big noise, let all ears
be tortured for some moments with loud noises while I steal mv
princess.                                                         [Orchestra plays and stops']

Ha, ha, ogres, ogres, I have got the emerald casket with the
princess in it. Now I will hasten back as swift as the flying horse
whom the ogre Ponaka rode in bygone days. My lord of the
orchestra, can you imitate the sound made by horses* hoofs?

[The orchestra plays, and the NAGA moves up-stage carrying the
emerald casket. When it stops > he has arrived back at the hermit-
age. Enter HERMIT and YOUNGER PRINCESS. The NAGA delivers
the casket, and 'when it is opened MINKISSA comes out. Joy and
relief. The HERMIT thanks the NAGA, who leaves. Exeunt.}

SCENE 14

Enter HERMIT and PRINCESSES. The speeches are in lyrics to
be sung.

PRINCESSES (together). Youth who wishes to travel on the path to
Nirvana, are you not too young to make the journey? Use your
golden common sense. You are too young. Come back to your city.
Lovely prince, your gold umbrellas and your gold towers await you.
Wait in peace in the shadow of your palace until you are older, then
go on your journey.

HERMIT. I need the gold umbrella of meditation, not the gold
umbrella of pleasure. My palace is this tree. I wish not to go back
to my city.

MINKISSA. If you wish to meditate and seek the way to peace,
you must do so in a safe and peaceful place. This wilderness is
full of dangers. Come back to your city where you can meditate
free from worry7, free from care.

HERMIT. When enemies and dangers come, I will offer the
sweetest flower of loving-kindness, I will bathe them in the cool-clear
waters of forgiveness. Say farewell to your brother, and return to
your towered city.

YOUNGER PRINCESS. Love, your princess is tired of trees and wild
ponds. Let us go back to our golden palace and towers, my prince.
You are too young to live in the forest. Come with me.

HERMIT. Younger and elder, my princesses, your words are sweet:
they jewel my ears. But I do not wish to go hack. I am now only a
hermit, dweller in golden caves, not golden palaces.